434         OSCAR WILDE AND HIS CONFESSIONS

might yet come right. I spent a week with him,
lunching and dining and putting all this before
him, in every way.

I noticed that he enjoyed the good eating
and the good drinking as intensely as ever.
He was even drinking too much I thought, was
beginning to get stout and flabby again, but
the good living was a necessity to him, and
it certainly did not prevent him from talking
charmingly. But as soon as I pressed him to
write he would shake his head:

"Oh, Frank, I cannot, you know my rooms;
how could I write there? A horrid bedroom
like a closet, and a little sitting room without
any outlook. Books everywhere; and no
place to write; to tell you the truth I cannot
even read in it. I can do nothing in such miser-
able poverty."

Again and again he came back to this. He
harped upon his destitution, so that I could not
but see purpose in it. He was already cunning
in the art of getting money without asking for
it. My heart ached for him; one goes down
hill with such fatal speed and ease, and the mire
at the bottom is so loathsome. I hastened to
say:

"I can let you have a little money; but you
ought to work, Oscar. After all why should
anyone help you, if you will not help yourself?